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His head and shoulders parted been in twain,
A body now without renown and fame.

Then first in me entered the grisly fear:
Dismay'd I was.    Whereuith came to my mind
The image eke of my dear father, when
I thus beheld the king of equal age
Yield up the sprite with wounds so cruelly.
Then thought I of Creusa left alone,
And of my house in danger of the spoil,
And the estate of young lulus eke.
I looked back to seek what number then
I rmght discern about me of my feres:
But wearied they had left me all alone.
Some to the ground were lopen from above,
Some in the flame their irked bodies cast.

There was no moe but I left of them all,
When that I saw in Vesta's temple sit
Dame Helen, lurking in a secret place;
Such light the flame did give as I went by
While here and there I cast mine eyen about:
For she in dread lest that the Troians should
Revenge on her the ruin of their walls,
And of the Greeks the cruel wreaks also,
The fury eke of her forsaken make,
The common bane of Troy, and eke of Greece,
Hateful she sat beside the altars hid.
Then boiled my breast with flame, and burning wrath,
To revenge my town, unto such ruin brought;
With worthy pains on her to work my will.
Thought I: * Shall she pass to the land of Sparte
All safe, and see Mycene her native land,
And like a queen return with victory
Home to her spouse, her parents, and children,
Followed with a train of Troyan maids,
And served with a band of Phrygian slaves;
And Priam eke with iron murder*d thus,
And Troye town consumed all with flame,
Whose shore hath been so oft forbathed in blood?
No! no 1 for though on women the revenge
Unseemly is (such conquest hath no fame),
To give an end unto such mischief yet
My just revenge shall merit worthy praise;
And quiet eke my mind, for to be wroke
On her which was the causer of this flame,
And satisfy the cinder of my feres.*

With furious mind while I did argue thus,